.RDf FANTASTIC! ASTOUNDING! 




NO/ .NO/' i WON'T DRINK, 
i I-WCN't BECOME YOUR „,^J 
* G.UEEN/.'I WON'T BE ONE OF J 




DRAW INSTANTLY 

NO EXPERIENCE, NO TALENT, NO LESSONS, NO SKILL NEEDED! 

THIS AMAZING INVENTION MAKES IT EASY FOR ANYONE TO DRAW INSTANTLYl 



Amazing Invention 
Makes Drawing Easy! 
DRAW ANYTHING! 




WIN POPULARITY! BE ADMIRED! 

be°eble to do It. The Master Art Helper will help msko you 

S«wwia»ri^Bt*HttrMwter Art Helper. II helm snyofl 






Simply look through 



HOW IT WORKS 

- «.=»« Art Helper end see who 
using. All you do i 
» a perfect nryfe.-win-n 
wlnq rtqolrid I- iek«l. e«i«. i»»P. 



• \y>.pr.r yoi: 



10 DAY FREE TRIAL! MAIL COUPON NOW! 



E1,.i:«, Inc.. 23 Wat <T 
V-.i ■-. N V.. mi.ltr r 1 ■ «"- !■ 
. r.. ( , r vciBhi. 1952, bj 1 



GH/MY BEALfTlFUL BODY LOST 
HERE WITH THESE OLD NASTY 
BONES/ I WISH I'D NEVER HEARD 
OF HIS CRAZY TITLE . I WISH I 

HAD NEVER LEFT HOLLYWOOD / 




I^IFEWJ NEVER: SEEMED SO WONDERFUL TO NOLiTA 
AS it Dlf AFTER HER STRANGE EXPERIENCE. SHE FLED 
ro PARTS FOR NEW LOVES , NEW THRILLS .BEFORE . 
RETURNING TO HOLLYWOOD. TO THE WORLD. HER STORY 
THAT SHE HAD LEFT TERREHCE WAS NO SURPRISE. 




SuneTCtt HANDS HELD HER.COLD 
LIPS KISSED MER.BOHt MMS 
SNATCHED -HEX FROM OTHER 80NY 
ARMS, THROUGH THE IONS H OURS 
Of THE NIGHT. 




XOLITA HAD NO CHOICE. WITH THE HORROR OF THE 
UNKNOWN LYING IN THE DARKNESS BEFORE HER, SHE 
STEPPED THROUGH THE DOOR Of THE CRYPT ANO 
HEARD IT CLOSE BEHIND HER WITH CHILLING FINALITY '. 



BUT INSTEAD OF THE STONE FLOOR OF THE 
CRYPT SHE FOUND HERSELF AGAIN M THE 
DARKNESS ANO FLAMES OF TERRIBLE 
SPACE, AtC THIS TIME SHE KNEW IT ms HOT 

B NIGHTMARE OR TdO MUCH CHAMPAGNE / 




' TERRENCE/ TERRENCE/ YOU 
SAID YOU LOVED ME/ SAVE ME 
.THESE OTHERS FROM ME/ 




That night a storm 
raged over oswin castle. 
IGHTNING struck the 
CASTLE ANO THE CRYPT. 




Buried beneath the heap of 
stones is the secret of one of 
hollywood's most glamorous 
beauties who cheated men but 
could not cheat death. 





ThERE IS A MAN TODAY, IN SPAIN, WHO HAS IN HIS POS' 

SESSION, TWO MACABRE PAINTINGS DONE BY A BRILLIANT 
ARTIST THE PAINTINGS ARE WELL HIDDEN AND THE 
OWNER TO THIS DAY, REMAINS ANONYMOUS. THE REASON 
IS THE' TERROR AND HORROR CAUSED BY THE ARTIST WHO 
CREATED THEM .IN THE LATE I9lh CENTURY, A PORTRAIT 
PAINTER, JOSE MORAN, COMPLETED APORTRAIT OF A 
BEAUTIFUL • * nr 




FuRTKR WVESTIGATIONS 
BY DOCTORS, SCIENTISTS 
AND POUCE.COULD NOT 
FIND AN ANSWER TO WIS 
BAFFLING STORY. THE 
PAINTINGS WERE HIDDEN 
AND NEVER SHOWN 
ASAIN.AND THE CASE 
WAS CLOSED. BUT ONE 
STILL WONDERS WHAT 
POWER FROM THE 
BEYOND COULO HAVE 
CAUSED THIS PtCNOMENAL 
INCIDENT RECORDED IN 
THE CLASSICS OF THE 
STRANGE AND 
SUPERNATURAL. 




Tft£ HUGE HOSPITAL IS AUSTRIA HEADED BY DISTINGUISHED Oft. TUROK WAS SUDDENLY 
TORN WITH STRIFE WHEN YOUNG DR. CARL BORGE JOINED THE STAFF, HIS UNNATURAL 
INTEREST IN VAMPIRE LORE INFURIATED THE ELDERLY SURGEON. MATTERS CAME TO A 
HEAD WHEH CARL BORGE ATTEMPTED TO READ HIS RESEARCH PAPER ON THE MEDICAL 
HISTORY OF VAMPIRES BEFORE A 
MEDICAL CONVENTION A VIENNA... 




AS THE MAN APPROACHED, THE VAMPIRE ATTACKED/ 
TOO LATE, CARL TRI ED TO CONTROL THE CREATURE 
HE'D RELEASED. 




BLOOD/ WHAT'S HAPPENING TO ME? 



MY--MY HANDS A 


IE SHAKING. V 


YOU'O BETTER F 


<ISH FOR ME, | 


■* DOCTOR 6ARDI. I'M AFRAID] 


^^' •* t l'M NUI WfcLL/ J 


my, certainlyTS 




LIE DOWN FOR A 




WHILE. THE HEAT 




IN MERE GETS i-*' 


J /""*" - 


yuu if ■* ■ 


\€^-j£ 






Jr— -^m 


)P~^ 


\0u 


T^J 


f^ : "' 


m 


L^h 



QUICKLY, CARL'S FACE RESUMED ITS NORMAL SHAPE 



THE HUE AND CRT FINALLY DIED DQWH. BUT CARL 
KNEW HE MUST DO SOMETHING ABOUT HIS PREOCAilENT. 




AS CARL PROCEEDED WITH HIS PLANS, ON THE 

OTHER SIDE OF THE CITY THAT NIGHT, COUNT BORSE 
WAS HELD AT BAY... 



A1YEE/THE MOB GIVES Me\ 
NO PEACE J I MUST HAVE >/ 
.BLOOD/ rw—y 


5 


m V, 






BUTCARL WAS BEYOND HELP. AND IN DYING, 
HE CLOSED A SAIN THE BLACK REGION HE'D 
DARED EXPLORE... ~~ 



AND W 




€n THE DESOLATE COAST OF NOV* SCOTIA, THEM? STANDS A 
LIGHTHOUSE THAT WHS ONCE THE SCENE OF AN AWESOME EVENT. 
IT WAS BUILT IN 1633 BY A CAPTAIN EPHRIM DALY, WHO WAS 
ALSO THE FIRST KEEPER OF THIS L ISHT. BUT A YEAR LATER, 
THE CAPTAIN MYSTERIOUSLY DISAPPEARED FROM HIS LIGHT- 
HOUSE WITHOUT LEAVING A TRACE OR CLUE OF HIS 
WHEREABOUTS. . . 



SINCE THEN, 
EIGHT MEN 
WHO SUC- 
CEEDED 
DALYALSO 
VANISHED. 
THE AUTHORI- 
TIES WERE 
BAFFLED BY 
THESE 
STRANGE 
OCCURRENCES 
AND THE 
LIGHTHOUSE 
WAS ABAN- 
DONED. IN 
IS33, TWO 
MEN SET 
FOOT ON 
THE LIGHT' 
HOUSE 
SHORE... 



■THE BOAT AND ITS CREW 
THEN TURNED AND SAILEU 
INTO THE MIST. THE t 
TWO FRIGHTENED MEN 
■fVCKED AND IN AN HOUR'S 
TIME WERE BACK ON TH& 
MAINLAND WHEN THEY | 
TOLD THEIR STORY TO I 
THE TOWNSPEOPLE, TWflf 
RECEIVED A TERRIBLE 
SHOCK. THE NINE MEN 
THEY DESCRIBED WERE 
WE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPEK 
WHO HAD MYSTERIOUSLY 
DISAPPEARED SO 0ANY 
YEARS BEFORE . MNOTW 
BEWILDERING TALK IN \ 
THE ANNALS OF Ti 
SUPERNATURAL . 

THE END 



Ths mystery of nx wrrtnts and wombs 
of the middle ages left a legend that 
long survived their earthly departvrs 
for horror of 7w black arts is 
universally feared.. and a man 
possessed op such knowledge , and of' 
evil intent, is a perfect instrument to 
0hnb such terror upon the earth... 
such a man was stefan clatrow. 
unolenteo. impoverished sculptor 
saw sudden opportvnites through a 
chance meeting with jdn burti .wealthy 
patron of the arts . 

idT* 



THAT WILL BE REMEDIED 
CLATROW/IOU WILL 
COME TO MY COUNTRY 
HOME TO LIVE. OVER THl 
GARAGE 15 A ROOM IDEAL 
FOR A ITUDIO- WHERE 
YOU CAN WORK TO 
TOUR HEARTS 
CONTENT/ 




AS BVNTt SHOWED CLATROW TO HIS NEW. 
STUDIO, THE SCULPTOR WAS ALREADY THIHKING 
OF A PLAN THAT WOULD EVENTUALLY RESULT 
IN HORROR AND 




r I TOLD YOU/ X WANT TO KELP YOU WITH YOUR 
SCULPTURE. ..BUT I INSIST YOU STAY AWAY FROM 
STELLAf YOU ARE NOT 
THE MAN FOR HER/ IS/ WHATEVER 
THAT CLEAR? , — f YOU SAY, MR 



AT OLD BUZZARD S 

GOING TO STOP 
ME» NOT IF T CAN 
00 ANYTHING ABOUT 






JL.ND..-.IN THE SAME INSTANT. 



veTw 



Armed with a feeling of great power. . . 
power given by the clay of evil ... stefan 
clatrow approached stella burti . .. 




I YES... AND ME KNOWS HOW I FEEL. GET BACK 
TO THE HOUSE AT ONCE, STELLA/ I WANT TOj 
TALK TO CLATROW IN 

I PRIVATE... NOW/ j -\T"*1W Y-YE3 



I WARNED YOU ONCE... AND NOW, 1/ YOU'RE NOT | 

I'M THROUGH/ I WANT YOU TO / GETTING RID 

PACK UP AND CLEAR OUT OF/OF ME SO EASILY, 

HERE... TONIGHT/ rSS&^ML 0LD WAN ' 




The Curse of Bell's Rectory 



Kevin Clyde stepped off the noon train'at the 
small English village. He was conscious of the curi- 
ous stares of the small group of villagers hanging 
around the station gossiping. But he knew what his 
purpose here was, and their glances didn't bother 
him. He strode purposefully toward the center of the 
main street until he found the shop he was looking 
for. 

As be entered, and the bell clanged his arrival, the 
merchant looked up. "Good day, sir," he said cheer- 
fully. "What can I'do for you?" 

Briefly Clyde outlined his needs, and as he did so, 
the dealer's eyes narrowed with curiosity. But he 
looked again at Kevin Gyde, and something about 
the other's face forbade his questioning. Slowly he 
pulled the merchandise forward and piled it on the 
counter — a stout rope, a shovel, a gunny sack, and 
the pumping equipment his customer wished to rent. 
The suspicion was irt the merchant's mind as to 
■what his strange customer was up to, and then as the 
other paid, he caught a glimpse of the small volume 
his customer carried. 

"Good lord, mart!" the dealer eaclaimed. "You're 
-not going after the treasure of Bell's Rectory. 
There's a curse upon it and those who try to seek 
it!" 

Kevin Clyde's face set in anger. He had hoped to 
carry out his project in secrecy, but. lie saw that it 
was impossible in this tiny village. "I'll ask you to 
mind your own business," he snapped, as he pushed 
his money across the counter. "Give me my change, 
and I'll say good day." 

Silently the dealer complied, and Kevin Clyde 
strode out of the store with his purchases. . 

Once outside, Kevin Clyde easily located the 
spires of the ancient rectory, and he headed toward 
his destination. As he walked toward Bell's Rectory, 
he thought again what luck it had been that he'd 
stopped, at the small book stand in London to waste 
an hour between trains. He'd come across the old, 
mildewed account of Bell's Rectory, and he had been 
particularly struck by the similarity between his name 
and that of the ancier.r bandit the book told about. 
Kevin Clide had been a highway bandit who'd 
sought refuge in Bell's Rectory. The deacon there 
had granted him sanctuary, but, with a. thief's in- 
gratitude, Kerln couldn't bear to leave without tak- 
ing the plates of silver he'd seen in the rectory. One 
night he'd decoyed the deacon up to the turret of the 
church, and then had flung him from the tower. 

Clide then had packed the silver and fled, but as 
he'd raced across the grounds from the deserted. 



tower, he had heard the unaccountable ominous ring 
of the church bells, alerting the countryside. From 
their homes in the village, people had hurried to- 
ward the rectory, and those arriving first had seen 
Clide, consumed by fear, stumble and fall with his 
ill-gotten treasure into die well upon the grounds. 
Searchers a hundred years before had never re- 
covered Clide's body, or the treasure. Then all efforts 
to do so stopped as generations passed, and the leg- 
end grew that the ghost of the murdered deacon 
wandered around the grounds, seeking vengeance on 
ill those who dared disturb the treasure. 

But Kevin Clyde was a fearless man, and some- 
what low on funds. He'd come here determined, and 
no legend would keep him from his goal, "•■_;_'. 

Now Kevin Clyde stood beside the well, watching 
the pump expel the sluggish water. He became ex- 
cited as sludge and slime came up, indicating the 
well was nearly dry. As the last water was drained 
away, the pump stopped suddenly,, and there was.no 
sound in the afternoon quiet. 

Kevin bent over, trying to peer downward into 
the well's dark depths. As he did so, for a. moment 
a chill wind seemed to blow over him, eclipsing .the 
warmth of the sun and making the day seem sud- 
denly gloomy and foreboding. The cold seemed to 
pierce his bones. But then the feeling passed, as 
though some unseen presence had gone on' its way, 
and it seemed to Clyde that he must have imagined 
it. 

Quickly he threw the rope he'd purchased over the 
side of the well. Carefully he knotted the end to the 
edge of the well where a ledge was formed. Then, 
taking the shovel with him, he swung himself ovei 
the edge. 

As Kevin climbed down, the stench of thestime- 
covered walls came to him. Once, halfway in his 
descent, he seemed to sense the presence of someone 
up above, and he glanced back. For a moment il 
seemed to him that against the sky, bending over the 
well and peering .down at him, was a man's head, 
the skin stretched tightly over the bony skull, with 
eyes gleaming with some mad desire. 

*T say," Kevin called. "Who's there? What is il 
you want?" 

But only his voice echoed back from the stont 
walls. There was no other reply. The head seemet 
to vanish even as he watched, and Kevin shiverec 
with some nameless dread. 

The whole adventure was causing him to imagini 
things, he finally decided. "Must be more careful,' 
he muttered. "Now I'm talking to ghosts!" 



At last thcbottom of the well was readied, and he 
stepped onto the oozing slime. It shifted slightly 
under his weight, but it seemed firm enough to hold 
him. He estimated that the passing decades would 
fuve forced the bandit's body and the treasure tome* 
what deeply into the well bottom, and he started 
dj&ng. 

He had not turned over many shovelfuls of the 
sticky mud when he discovered that bits of rotted 
doth -were coming free. Elated by this evidence, he 
dug faster, and soon bis shovel struck something 
hard. 

Quickly Kevin uncovered the object and picked it 
up. It was round and hard, and he switched on his 
flashlight to see what it was. Then a shudder ran 
through him. In the reflected glow, he saw he was 
holding the skull of the ancient murderer, the bone 
gleaming whitely beneath the mud sticking to it. 
And then from the top of the well • dribble of 
maniacal laughter seemed to drift down to him. Yet 
when Kevin gazed skyward again, he could see noth* 
ing. 

Despite his fear, Kevin resumed digging. "At 
least," he thought, "this proves the legend is true!" 
It was not long after that the silver plates came to 
the surface. They, too, were coated with mud and 
tarnished from their resting place, but their very 
weight was enough to indicate their value. Another 
hour passed, and the mound of silver plates now 
represented a sizeable fortune. There seemed nothing 
else to dig for. 

Averting his eyes from the heap of human bones 
that had accompanied the treasure, Kevin packed the 
silver into the sack he'd brought along. Then, drag- 
ging its weight behind him, he started the long 
climb up out of the well. 

It was dose to dusk when Kevin stepped onto the 
grounds. Long shadows were playing across the neg- 
lected shrubbery, and be stumbled u he made hit 
way bade to the path. 

Kevin Clyde had harried jwt a little way down 
the path when he came upon the small graveyard he 
bed to pass. He was halfway through it when a 
figure rose to greet him. It loomed suddenly, dressed 
in somber clothes of some other age, from behind a 
tombstone, and even as Kevin Clyde etared horri- 
fiedly into those burning, tormented eyes, he knew 
he had been stopped at th* grave of the murdered 



"Back! Back?" the creature whispered menadngly 
to him, and against his will, Kevin Clyde retreated, 
stumbling, the sack of silver plates making difficult 
his Steps. 

The Specter paced toward him relentlessly, forcing 
him ever backward, until with a cry that was torn 
from his throat, Kevin Clyde turned and fled blindly 



toward Bell's Rectory, dragging the sack behind him. 
As he ran, he felt the presence of the evil spirit 
behind him. The wind in the night had risen to a 
screaming sound, and sudden rain pelted his back, 
but above the storm he heard the other's robes flap- 
ping as he followed. 

Into Bell's Rectory and up the worn, dust-laden 
stone steps leading to the tower Kevin raced in his 
mad flight, with only cobwebs barring his way, and 
the creature from the graveyard followed behind him 
quickly. 

Gasping, Kevin Clyde reached the church tower. 
As he pushed open the door that led out to the 
tower, the bells in front of him started pealing 
madly, deafeningly, although no human hand was 
ringing them. 

Kevin Clyde could go no further. His back to the 
stone ledge of the tower, he turned to face the spec- 
ter. The bells rang loudly in his ears as the awful 
creature dosed in on him. Letting go of his treasure, 
he grappled madly with the thing of rotted flesh and 
cloth, but then he felt himself lifted with some 
maniacal . force and flung from the church tower. 
Kevin Clyde gave one last tortured scream as he 
plummeted downward, and then he knew no more — 
It was the ringing of the bells that alerted the 
townspeople. They came out of their houses and 
huddled, listening to the awesome sound filling the 
night. The rain had stopped, and the moon was out 
A few claimed that as they watched, for a moment, 
outlined against the moonlight was some vague, 
formless creature, dragging a sack which he dropped 
down the old well before he disappeared: But no one 
dared dimb the hill to Bell's Rectory that night. 

The next morning the searchers found Kevin 
Clyde. He was lying in a broken heap upon the 
ground beneath the tower. At first the scoffers 
thought that in a moment of madness the stranger 
had flung himself from the tower. But then they 
(bund in bis hand a rotted bit of doth, such as would 
belong to a collar of some ancient garment. 

Then, when they entered the rectory, in the dis- 
turbed dust they sew the dues of Kevin Clyde's mad 
flight and of the thing that was chasing him. Up to 
the tower two sets of footprints led, but there was 
just one set of the odd footprints coming down. 
There was no sign of the treasure. The searchers 
followed the prints in the rain-soaked earth where' 
they led to the well, and then to the graveyard and . 
to the plot where legend said the murdered 'deacon 
was buried. But search as they would, the prints 
ended there, as if the deacon had returned to ''his 
rest. They knew then that the curse of Bell's Rec- 
tor* indeed was true, and that the deacon's ghost 
had .had his revenge! 




JtS THEY ENTERED THE TEMPLE THEY SAW THE HUGE 
STATUE OF THE GODDESS, BEAUTIFUL — YET EVIL" 
S1TTINQ ON HER DIAS ,THE TIGERS P/tOWLINO AMD 

SNARl 




THEN THERE 
AN ORCHID 

i GODDESS \ 


IS Y TO BE SURE , MY ^^ 

A FRIEND . DID YOU DOUBT'l 

Aj S THATTHERE WAS ?J 

i ■ «feg 


i 1 ' z 


***** - 


tfSSl 



THE MOTIVES TALKED OF AN^AH.YCS / THE 
ORCHID 60DOESS-- AND OF /ORCHIDS/ BUT YOU J 
MAN-EATING ORCHID9.T0O ft ESCAPED/ THERE 
WE DIDN'T BELIEVE THAT--; 
BUT TODAY— IN THE ) 





Suddenly the temple grew darker and a 
strange orchid light illumined the god' 
dess.then from the lips of the statue 
came a voice and the arms moved --a5 
one hand offered the orchid it held. 



\JIS THE PRIEST BENT LOW BEFORE THE GOD- 
\DESS THE OUTSTRETC HED HAND DROPPED THE 

^ORCHID aT HIS [FEEL _ ; **~ 



DIRECT THE STRANGERS BACK TO 
DARJEELMG.BHANJA DAS. AND IF THEY 
PAY NO HOMAGE TO DROSERACEA, THE 
ORCHID GODDESS, LET THEM AT LEAST 
HAVE ONE OF MY FLOWERS 
AS A SIGN OF MY 
GRACIOUS* ESS. 



HELD. 

H 





ASTHE PARTNERS LEFT THE SINISTER ATMOSPHERE 
SF THE TEMPLE, THEY WERE GIVEN DIRECTIONS 

THAT WOUL D TAKE THE*/ BACK TO FAMILIAR 
TERRITORY. P F0LL0W THE MOUNTA IN ROAD 
^1T WILL LEAD YOU STRAIGHT TO 




AT pur MOMENT, IN THE BACK ROOM OF RALPH'S FLOWER 
SHOP, A BLOOD-CURDLING SCENE WAS TAKINS PLACE. .. A 
SCENE THAT HAD BEER REPEATED OFTEN SINCE RALPH 
HAD RETURNED WITH THE ORCHID FRCM BENGAL. , 
Mr. HpSOFRY, MY DEAR— BUT MY PET IS 

fc Lp/ ""W HUNGRY/ ITS INSATIABLE APPETITE 
SAl/ • -»\ MUST BE SATISFIED — OR IT WILL 
*E Ms-.'Jfe DIE/ AND IT IS SO BEAUTIFUL, 
IT MUSTN'T DIE/ j 






SHOOT TO KILLF SOME/ - THEY'RE THE SAME 
ANIMALS MUST 'HAVE J KIND OF BEASTS THAT 
ESCAPED FROM THE J WERE IN THE ORCHID GOD- 
ZOO OR AH ANIMAL / DESS' TEMPLE— -THEY 
I ACT/ .^^^^rf MUST BE THE SPIRITS OF 
^T THOSE SHE ENSLAVED / 
* DEVOURED BY HER ORCHIDS, 
t SHE TURNS THEM INTO , 
BEASTS/ 





Real 12 inb 
that evert 

MOVENT 
COUNTED, GENE 
GRABBED A 
LONG -HANDLED 

SCYTHE WHICH 
HE FOUND IN 
THE SHOP AND 
HACKED AND 
CHOPPED 
FURIOUSLY AT 
THE PLANT. 
SUDDENLY IT 
CRUMPLED AND 
THERE WAS THE 
SOUND OF 
UNEARTHLY 
HOWLS ... 



POLICE BULLETS. THE BODIES OF THE MISSING 
PEOPLE WERE SCATTERED AROUND THE SAME, 
WAY. THEY NEVER FOUND THE TIGERS. THE ORCHIO 
GODDESS' POWER WAS BROKEN --IN THIS COUNTRY 
AT LEAST— AND THE SPIRITS SHE ENSLAVED 
ASSUMED THEIR OWN FORM IN DEATH. NOBODY 
COULD EXPL AIN IT. I KEPT MY MOUTH SHUT. X 
WANT TO FORGET THE WHOLE NIGHTMARE IF! 
CAN. I GUESS I'M THE ONLY GUY WHO ESCAPED 
THE ORCHID GODDESS 
LIVED TO TELL ABOUT IT/ J 




Our marines' lifeline to the 
sea was in danger. A Communis! force of 
4,000 men had seized the key lull overlook- 
ing HagarU-ri in the desperate Chosin 
Reservoir fighting. The hill had to he 
taken, lint there were no comhat forces 
available. 

Lieutenant Colonel Myers, then a major, 
~»m~A f ...„.il 1P !- clprks, cooks, and other 
nd led a makeshift 
i assault up the snow- 
II. Lacking' comhat 
ana. Colonel Myers 
:ai-king£-ont, leading 
isis outnumbered forces upward in the face 
id imirdi-rous tin- concentrated on him. 
After 1 i bnw» of struggle, the enemy was 
routed, the hill captured, and the route to 
the sea .-ecureoWColonel Myers says ! 
"When a handful of men can help turn the 
.:.!„ ,.i L.i„.„™ ;,,ai ilynk of the invincible 
ion people workin 



of 250 men : 
■red 600-foo 

Bed the eulir 



to- 



jngtli of 15b 1 



n goal — a secure Amer- 
_. That's what vou, and millions of 
people like you. are accomplishes with 
>our successful 50-billion-dollar invest- 
ment in U.S. Defense Bonds, 
"loiee doesn't just happen — it requires 
vork. Our troops in Korea are doing their 
part of the joh. You're doing yours when 
you buy Bonds. Together we can hammer 
out the peace we're all working for." 



Now E Bonds earn more! 11 MI Series E 
Bonds bought after May 1, 19S2 average Sfd 
interest, compounded semiannually ! Interest 
now starts after u nionllis and i* higher in l:ho 
early years. 2) All maturing E Bonds auto- 
malieally go on earning after maturity-wid 
al the new higher inler.-t! Today, start invest- 
ing in better-paying Series E Bonds through 
the- Payroll Savings Plan where you work! Or 
inquire al any Federal Reserve ISank or 
Branch about the Treasury's brand-new bonds, 
Series H, J, and K, 




Lt. Colonel 

Reginald R. Myers, usmc 

Medal of Honor 



Peace is Tor the strong! For peace and prosperity 
save with US. Defense Bonds! 







TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME ! 

fc „.... .» _ s,» .-:..•„•»-. ;;;, S -» tuaaawttWHIHMililllilMlllIM ' 



spot noun* co.. 



ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS 

-J^-l U5ED BY EXPERTS ] 




CAN'T SLEEP: MUSCULAR ACHES: £** M <£™"» **S5 I O, iw " J 

m!i p '»o75«p **«!»«; ™t«i»* m o»oa.. "cwOfR It TODATI ! JMiHMMimiMMMiWiMJiM J 



